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STATE OF THE ART WORLD. 


WORRY ATTENDANT ON SENDING TO THE Roya ACADEMY 


AND OTHER Exuipitions, saves MippLeMAN’s Prorits, AND BRINGS THE ARTIST INTO IMMEDIATE CONTACT WITH TUE PaTRON. 


HAMLET’S SOLILOQUY. 
(New Sryze.) 


Mr. Beersoum Tree, in an interview with a representative 

{ The Tribune, is reported to have said, “ Of course, playing 
. different part every night, 1 am not absolutely letter 
perfect. But an experienced actor can always supply what 
the memory fails to retain, even in the ease of blank verse.” 
The sentence of the report which we have italicised sounds 
almost too good to be true, but Mr. Punch dares not doubt 
the veracity of The Tribune’s Interviewer, and he can only 
hope, in the interest of the gaiety of nations, that his 
accuracy is here unimpeachable. For his report seems to 
herald a novel and original development in the Shakspearean 
productions at His Majesty’s in the future. Mr. Tree has 
ilready given more than one performance of Hamlet without 
scenery. The next step will clearly be to dispense with the 
text. Mr. Punch confesses that he looks forward with eager 
lelight to the first occasion on which this method is put 
nto operation, when the great actor-manager, temporarily 
ita loss for his words, is engaged in “supplying what his 
memory has failed to retain” in the blank verse of the 
famous soliloquy. The result presumably will be more or 
less as follows : 

To be or not to be: that is the question : 

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to—(What ? 

No. Ido not want prompting. What d’you say? 


The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, 
And by opposing end them... . (Tut! tut! tut! 
I can’t remember what comes after that. 
Something about a yawning churchyard, isn’t it? 
And customary suits of solemn black ? 
No. ‘That comes later on.) . . . To die: to sleep ; 
No more; (l’ve got it! Strange the silly tricks 
One’s memory plays one. Happily an actor 
Of real experience, one who knows his business, 
Can improvise Shakspearean verse for hours 
And not excite the least remark. But this 
Is a digression.) To die; to sleep; no more; 
As I was saying. ‘To sleep, perchance to dream. 

Ay, there’s the rub. For in that sleep of death 

What dreams may come when we have shuffled off 

This mortal coil—(That’s wrong. “Coil” ends the line, 

Or used to do, I know, when I was young. 

How does it go?)—When we have shuffled off. . . . 

Shuffled off —tum ti tum—this mortal coil 

(That gets it right, and off we go again !), 

&e,, &e., &e. 
The performance should be received with respectful stupor 

by the London Press, and call forth a well-deserved telegram 
of congratulation from the German Epenror. 








One Liberal, anyhow, swears by the House of Lords. “Our 
duty is plain,” Earl Carrixcton is reported to have said, “ and 


You thought I did? Well, you were wrong)—to suffer | by the Lord Harry we mean to do it.” 
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PUNCH, 


THE CONSOLATIONS OF AGE. 


Not to be confused with Old-Age Pensions.) 


Yes, my Seprimivs, you are growing old. 
Vainly you draw those lateral wisps of hair 
Across your cranium, desolately bare, 

In hope to hide the summit’s polished mould ; 

Try as you may—and do, 
Implacably the thing shows through. 


Your step is heavier; in the mazy dance 
No more you whirl the once fantastic toe ; 
Sudden exertion tends to make you blow, 

And fewer things in life are left to chance, 

Because your nerve resents 
The shock of unforeseen events. 


Your games are those that you would then have mocked 
When Youth demanded tests of pluck and speed ; 
You favour golf and croquet, where you need 

tun little risk of being badly crocked ; 

Also a little chess 
Causes your body no distress). 


Spring, which is apt to urge the pulse’s pace, 
Merely evokes regret for springs gone by ; 
No longer now your vague and virile eye 
Laughs back at Beauty's challenge to the chase ; 
Women indeed, as such, 
Have ceased to move you overmuch. 


These are the penalties that Age involves. 
Yet are there compensations—of a kind 
In years that bring the philosophic mind, 
That teach perspective, give the sense that solves 
What is of worth, and what, 
Upon the other hand, is not. 


Those passions cooled that made your judgment swerve, 
You ‘ll read the merits clear of man and man, 
And know a patriot from a partisan, 
Miners and Piuwkerts from the race they serve— 
The graceless sort that mix 
Their gratitude with mud and bricks. 


And you will die, I hope, before the day 
When none is left to take his country’s part 
Because she’s broken every loyal heart 

And killed her own by adipose decay. 

May timely death, my friend, 
Spare you the sight of such an end! 


Meanwhile her liver looks like dying hard. 
Her children’s Premiers, chastened in their pride, 
Admit the Mother's claim to be their guide, 
And hold her gastric gifts in high regard, 
Saying, ‘“ We've seen her eat, 
And own that she is bad to beat.” 


Eating and sleeping, stuffed and comatose ! 
And so, for solace, when decrepit Age 
Bids you renounce your manhood’s patriot rage, 
You ‘Il know she’s done the like and found repose ; 
And you may share the balm 


Of her supine, impervious calm. 0. S. 








To a famous French etcher, reproductions of whose 
work have been appearing week by week in the Illustrated 
London News: 

“Hettev! Heviev!! Hevev!!! 
It's a different girl again!” 
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BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 


A Goop Beersyixe. 
200, Park Lane. 

Dearest Dapuxe,— I demand your congrats. I’ve had the 
Premiers to dinner. Fact, my dear. I, who've only just 
made my début as a hostess, secured them, when dozens of 
old stagers couldn't. Bass and that little Mrs. Jimwy 
Suarre both tried and failed, and they hate me now, no 
doubt, with twenty-woman power. Everything went with 
a roar. Jacques surpassed himself, and exactly the right 
note was struck in the menu with Baron de Beeuf Impérial 
Supréme de Volaille 4 la Conférence—and Gelée Preferential 
Tariff. O1eca Frrox did her best for me with what shie 
called a political dinner-gown (not so frivy as my frocks 
usually are), and I wore my big diamond tiara and riviére. 

The Premiers are all darlings, but if I’ve a favourite 
[ suppose it’s that sweet Borna, who was fighting us so 
desperately a few years ago. I’d some lovely chats with all 
of them, and developed my ideas for drawing closer tli 
Mother Country and the Sister Nations. I flatter mysel/ 
they were a good deal impressed, and rather astonished. 

I couldn't help feeling, my dearest and best, that I could 
fill a larger picture than life offers nowadays. I ought t 
have lived in the days when a woman like me would lav 
had a Salon, where all the famous men met regularly, and 
State secrets would have been confided to me, and revolutions 
and all sorts of delicious things planned, and where all the 
Wits would have come and told me of the plays and 
lampoons they were writing. The Wits of to-day won't hand 

ut any of their wit, even in return for the best dinner or 
supper you can give them. They save it all for the publisher 

I had a cheery little affair last night, to meet the Fijian 
The only little hitch was that everyone wapted to 
sit near her at supper, and see how much she ate, so there 
was a bit of a scrimmage. I give two afternoon parties next 
week. For one I’ve engaged the Human Footballs, who've 
lately been giving their show at the Empire, and for the 
other I’ve got Roort-Tooti-Lat, the Indian Seer, who's 
attained Nirvana, and can tell people all the incarnations 
they’ve passed through, and will yet pass through, before 
Karma leaves off building them any more new houses. | 
think that sort of thing simply delicious, don’t you? When 
L’ve time, | mean to go in for it seriously. Roortt-Toort-Lat 
says he’s sure I’m possessed of powers that, if trained, 
could “ penetrate the hidden things of darkness.” Isn't that 
lovely ? 

I’m giving a boy-and-girl dance on Friday for Joan and 
Hipecarpe. By the way, the Powers that be are simply 
most horribly unreasonable as to what they expect of me in 
this respect. Of course I love my sisters—it’s awfully bad 
form to dislike your people—and I shall do my best for them. 
jut nothing comes more in the way of a young married 
woman's success than having girls to dispose of. 

You'll see from what I’ve told you that I’m making a 
good beginning. All the same, my Daruye, I feel that, to 
get right there, I must have a Cause. Yes, old girl, it’s 
absolutely. All the most successful women, if you notice, 
have platforms of one kind or another, apart from their social 
duties. 

Sretta CLackMANNAN has taken up Laundry Girls, their 
work, their hours, what sort of tea they drink, and what 
sort of books they read. She keeps three secretaries to 
attend to her Laundry-Girl correspondence, and every 
summer she has a starching and ironing show at Clack- 
mannan House, and the gardens and drawing-rooms are full 
of young laundresses having tea, each with a brand-new 
volume of the Duchess’s poems; poor things! (I mean the 
laundry-girls.) She also contributes articles on “The 
Laundry-Girl, what is her future?” to the Longwinded 


(Giantess. 
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HUNTED DOWN. 


Stevru-nounp or Tue Treasury. “FURTHER CONCEALMENT IS USELESS! I KNOW ALL!” 


















German Lady living in Bayswate . = 


You CANNOT BE GERMAN TO PLAY OUT OF 





ee 


w Lovwncecm ve > a 
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TUNE LIKE THAT!” 


Bandaman. “ You caxxot BE ENGLISH IF you NoTIce IT!” 





Review, though I hear by a side-wind that the grammar and | 
punctuation want a lot of straightening out before they | 
appear. 

The Duchess of Dunstaste was the patron saint of General 
Servants, when there were such things, and founded the 
Society for giving Workboxes to those that kept their places 
fora month or a year or something. But General Servants 
have become extinct, I’m told, and the Workbox Society has 
lissolved. ‘ 

Then, Lady Ctaraes is President of the Guild for the 
Protection of Pavement Dancers, and works quite hard in 
their cause. Those matinées she gave at the Magnificent, 
when she appeared as Hamlet and as Romeo, interpolating | 
some clever specimens of pavement-dancing herself, were in 
aid of the Guild. 

Everyone knows what a lot of Causes Porsy, Lady Ramsaare, | 
has taken up. The Living Statuary Show she was getting 
up lately (till it was put a stop to by someone in authority) 
was for the Deserving Poor, and she’s so disappointed about 
it that she’s had to do a rest-cure. 

Well, my dear, I determined to go one better than Srexra | 
CLACKMANNAN with her Laundry Girls, old DunsTaBie and her | 
Workboxes, and Beryit Ciarces and her Pavement Dancers. | 
At first I turned my thoughts to the Suffragette Cause, but 

nly for a moment. It’s poky, and middle-class, and| 
sumphish to a degree. Besides, they haven’t an earthly. | 
Also, it’s my private opinion that the woman who wants a| 

te has given up all hopes of getting anything better out of | 
ife. It’s a sort of 20th-century taking the veil. I've finally | 
decided to take up the Cause of The People, of the Many | 
igainst the Few. Socialism, you'll say with horror. Why, | 
my child, of course it is. There are thrills in it, I’m sure. | 


| 


jmust be a great deal in Socialism. 
icareless, thoughtless youth, if you hear of your BLAncur 


And the fact that we Beraupeserts have always been the 
highest of high Tories will make it all the more of a sensation. 


I think it a grand idea. It came to me through my meeting 
the famous Hungarian Socialist, Oura TeLpows, at a guest 
night of the All Sorts and Conditions Club. He has the 
right to call himself Count Oura Teaows, but Socialists don't 
use titles. (Norty says they don’t use soap either, but that’s 


only his chaff.) 


He spoke to me of the Cause with impassioned eloquence 
He has romantic hair and burning eyes. I feel there 
And so, friend of my 


addressing the Down-trodden Many, and helping to lead 
them to the Promised Land, don’t go into fits, but believe 
that she is still Ever thine, BLANCHE, 

P.S.—Josian disapproves of course. He's positively feudal 
in his notions. It’s the way with people who haven't the 
least right to be. 








PouiTicAL memories are proverbially short-lived, and most 
people now are inclined to forget all that the late 
Government did for them when it was in power. Happily 
the leader writer of the Scotsman is not one of on 
“ Before the war,’ he points out, “the income tax 
stood at eightpence. ‘The late Government reduced it to 
a shilling.” 


At last people are realising what the Colonial Premiers 
must be suffering. Writing of the presentation to them of the 
freedom of*the City the Manchester Evening News goes on : 


“This interesting function will be followed by luncheon, and the 
difficulty is as to what course subsequent events should take.” 
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LIFE’S LITTLE DIFFICULTIES. 
| Tue Save or Biove. 


Mrs. Vincent Olly to Mrs. Leonard 
Sprake. 
(With enclosure.) 

My Dear Vera, Do be an angel and go 
off at once to ExL’sor Nava’sand see if you 
can match the enclosed shade in velvet. 
[ want the dress for Friday week, and 
there isn’t a minute to lose. It is for 
Mrs. Asmiuey Carponen’s At Home, and 
you know my reasons for wishing to 
look well there. I want two yards—and 
blow the expense, as Vinny says. Don’t 
say you are busy or anything, or I shall 
have to ask Otive Saackie; and Heaven 
knows I don't want to be beholden to 
ler any more. Your frantic M. 


Mrs. Leonard Sprake to Mrs. Vincent 
Olly. 

Dearest Mitprep,—I have been every 
| where and it can’t be done. I went first 
to Exx’s, then to Nava’s, then to Sicx- 
swp's and Worcester Nicoit’s, and then 
back to Bond Street to Beprorr anp 
Hanpsury’s. But all in vain. I saw 
nothing that would match. Tell me 
what todo next. Why must you have 
velvet? I am glad you asked me and 
not the Saackie girl. After your last 
experience of her “limpetude,” as Len 
| calls it, you should be very shy. How 
| lohg was it she stayed? ‘Two months? 

Some people are beyond anything. 


Yours, VERA. 
| Mrs. Vincent Olly to Mrs. Leonard 
Sprake. 


| My Dear Vera,—I must have velvet. 
There is no way out of it; nothing else 
will do. Try Licence’s, or one of those 
Kensington places, Irvinc AND QuEEN’s or 
Brrer’s. Only you must go at once. | 
would not trouble you only I cannot trust 
anyone else’s eye. Yours never makes a 
mistake. When we meet remind me to 
tell you about Mrs. GLENDENNING and the 
Seripture Reader. It is too delicious ; 
but much too long to write. 

Yours in despair, 


M. 


Mrs. Leonard Sprake to Mrs. Vincent 
Olly. 

Dearest Mitprep,—I have been to all 
and not one has it. The nearest thing 
was at Licence’s, but they had only a 
pattern. The material itself is out of 
stock and cannot be replaced. I even 
| tried the wilds of Oxford Street, but all 

in vain too. You really must give up 

the idea of matching, or try silk. The 
great joke here is that at Lady Bassert’s 
last week Canon Coss found a glass eye 
in the spinach. It turns out to have 
been the new cook's. 

| Yours, 


Vena. 
Mrs. Vincent Olly to Mrs. Leonard Sprake. 
( Telegram.) 

| Try Daw’s. 


| Mrs. Leonard Sprake to Mrs. Vincent Olly. 
(Telegram.) 
Daw’s no good. Do have silk. 


Mrs. Vincent Olly to Mrs. Leonard Sprake. 
(Telegram.) 


Silk useless. Try Onanae’s. 


Mrs. Leonard Sprake to Mrs. Vincent 
Olly (with enclosure). 
My pear Mitprep,—I tried Oranae’s 


without avail. I should have gone there 
but knew it would be useless. 


sooner, 
[ now return the pattern with many 
regrets. I would have still made one 


or two other efforts, but I must go down 
to Chislehurst to-morrow to see mother, 
and after that it will be too late. I still 
think you would have been wiser to try 
other material less difficult to 
match than velvet. 
Yours with regret, 


some 


Vera. 


Mrs. Vincent Olly to Mrs. Leonard 
Sprake. 

Dear Vera,—I think you are very 
selfish and inconsiderate. Your visit to 
your mother cannot be so fearfully im- 
portant, and I seem to remember other 
occasions when she had to stand over 
for lots of more attractive engagements. 
Still, you must, of course, do what you 
want todo. I am sending the pattern 
to Ottve Smackie, who, in spite of her 
faults, is, at any rate, zealous and true. 

Yours disappointedly and utterly tired 
out, M 
Miss Olive Shackle to Mrs. Vincent Olly. 

My Sweer Mitprep,—I am sending you 
the velvet by special messenger; which 
is a luxury to which I am sure you will 
not mind my treating myself. I got it 


at once at Ex1’s, from my own special | 


counter-man there. He had put it on 
one side for another old customer, but 
made an exception forme. How I should 
love to see you in your beautiful dress 
throwing everyone else at Mrs. ASHLEY 
C'arpoNEL's into the shade! Iwas to have 
been with the Rurrers at Church Stretton 
for the week-end, but poor dear Mrs. 
Rutrer has just written to say that her 
sister is dangerously ill at Woodhall Spa 
with something that may very likely 
develop into peritonitis, and she has 
had to put off all her guests. 
Yours ever, Outve SHACKLE. 


Miss Olive Shackle to Mrs. Vincent Olly. 
(T'elegram.) 
Will come with pleasure. 





Anadvertisement in The Daily Chronicle 
runs as follows: 

“Un homme Anglaise 36 ans cherché un 
compagnog Francaise apprendre conversation 
en Frangais et Anglaise. 





It was time. 





THE PIP-PIP WATTEAU CAR 
FOR 1907. 


[As the following article appears to be a 


proof, returned by the writer, after correction, | 


to the editor of a motor journal, we must 
decline to accept any responsibility for its 
accuracy, technical or other.] 

Tue cars produced by the firm of 
Pre-Pip Warreau & Co. of Paris have 
now established for themselves, on this 
side of the Channel, a reputation for 
reliability which goes far to prove the 
attention to detail which has so-often 
been claimed to be a characteristic of 
Continental engineers, and a careful 
examination of this year’s models indi- 
cates a continuation of this admirable 
feature. 

(Can’t you get any fresher way of begin- 
ning this sort of article?—Ep. Mote. No, 
this style is de rigueur.— AUTHOR.) 

It may be of interest to some of our 
readers if we enumerate the different 


types put on the market by the Pip-Pip | 


Watteau Co. There are the 10-12 h.-p. 
two-cylinder, 18-20 h.-p. four-cylinder, 
40 h.-p. six-cylinder, 80 h.-p. twelve- 
cylinder, and the 320 h.-p. forty-eight- 


cylinder, the amount of power required | 
to drive so many cylinders being some- | 


what extravagant, but not out of the 
way in relation to the prestige of own- 
ing such a distinctive and unique car. 
Lord Norruciuirre has ordered five of 
the last-named type, to meet the contin- 
gency of four of them being under 
repair at the one time. The four 
cylinders are separately cast for the 
18-20 h.-p. model, and are of 95 mm. 
bore (the House of Commons type) and 


130 kilometre stroke, which gives sus- | 


tained engine-power for touring purposes. 
The valves are mechanically operated, 
differing in this respect from those 
fitted to the household bath-tub. The 
operating mechanism is well enclosed, 
to satisfy the requirements of the Fac- 
tory Acts, and the crank shaft is very 
large, being known in the trade as the 
“Algernon Ashton.” There is an in 
spection door fitted, through 
the big ends can 


which: | 
be inspected, and | 


readily distinguished, even by the novice, | 
from the little ends, otherwise known as | 


the Wee Frees. 
direct by the side-members of the frame, 
as it has been found by experience that 
chauffeurs are unwilling to accept the 
responsibility of supporting any of the 
weight, while the idea that passengers 
in the tonneau should lend a hand is not 
worth considering, in the case of a 
pleasure-vehicle. It was this type of 
car which was found to consume less 
petrol per ton-mile than any other in the 
Tourist Trophy Race. The fact that the 
car did not finish at all cannot be said 
to detract from the merit of this perform- 
ance. The carburettor is of the single 
or Whitby jet automatic type, and people 





rom — 
The engine is carried | 
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of limited income may have it adjusted 
on the penny-in-the-slot system. This 
is hardly to be recommended for touring 
in the Highlands, where it is almost 
impossible to obtain change in coppers. 
The vaporising chamber is  water- 
jacketed, and communicates directly 
with the inlet cam-shaft. Three kinds | 
of ignition are provided. These are the 
High-Tension Magneto, the Tandstikor, | 
and the Zendavesta, which can he 
regarded as an auxiliary, and carried in | 
the waistcoat pocket. | 

The cooling system consists of the 
honeymoon radiator, which is the most 
rapid known to science. A centrifugal 
pump is gear-driven from the carburettor. | 
Among the accessories of this up-to-date | 
car is the Rothenbosch Odometer. 

The lubrication of the Pip-Pip-| 
Watteau engine is effected by a starting- 
price plunger pump driven by a G.B.S. | 
eccentric, which feeds the oil to all the 
journal bearings, including those of The 
Daily Mail, The Starting Gate, Tips, | 
Buttered Buns and The Keyhole Auto- | 
lycus. The clutch is of the hygienic | 
| multicellular (Portland or Pentonville 

patent, without escapement) pattern, 

with Jaeger facings, and runs in malt- 
and-cod-liver oil. Shaft or chain drive 
may be fitted. For hill work, chains 
have many adherents, including dust, | 
mud, and dead leaves. Throughout the 
chassis the bearings are of the Lombard 
or three-ball type, which gives added 
security. The differential is parallel, | 
the springs are semi-elliptic, and the 
brakes are brachycatalectic, so that | 
the metacentre is always either above 
or below the centre of gravity, or 
slightly to one side of it, when the car 
is taking a sharp corner on two wheels 
only. This is a vehicle which we can 
recommend even more thoroughly than 
the one we described last week, and 
almost as enthusiastically as the one 
we hope to describe next Saturday. 

Without prejudice to other advertisers, 
the Pip-pip Watteau is the car of the 
week, if not the car of the century. 

(I say, isn’t that a bit dangerous? Ep. 
Vote. Notabit. They don’t read about 
each other’s cars, and I haven't said 
which century. AvutHor.) 








FORECAST OF AMATEUR WORK 
AT THE R.A. 


Tue Royal Academy Exhibition would 
be nothing without its interesting list of 
exhibitors who are not, in the strict sense 
of the word, artists. Among those who, 
though their daily vocations lie in other 
paths, have followed the noble example 
set by the police force and become exhi- 
bitors may be mentioned the well-known 
railway porter, Mr. Barrow, L. & 8.W.R. 

not R.W.8., as a contemporary erro- 
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Lady (to Butler). “Pirase Give THis note TO Mas. Swira, AND SaY I'M SORRY THE ENVELOPE 
IS SO DIRTY; BUT MY LITTLE BOY DROPPED IT IN THE MUD.” 


My Little Boy. “ Sneax!” 








neously has it). His signal success in 
this Exhibition is no novelty, as he has 
done the semaphore, so to speak, having 
been on the line for years. 

In the “gem” room, as might be 
expected, we find the notable cracksman, 
Mr. Jemmy Wievper, whose pre-laffleite 
delicacy of touch is here exhibited in two 
taking little works. The first, a nocturne, 
deals with a favourite old theme 
‘Orpheus with his loot,” and it is worthy 
of note that the hero loses nothing at 
the hands of Mr. Wietper. His modest 
“Interior, Pentonville,” is treated with 
a conviction which proves the artist to 
be very much at home in his environ- 
ment; and the “mystery” of the sky- 
blue skilly-bowl shows an aloofness in 
accordance with the taste we always ex- 
pect from his palate. The Black-and- 





White room contains examples of his 
anatomical work in a drawing of “A 
Skeleton Key,” and a careful study of 
“The Arm of the Law,” which shows 
strong grasp and intimate knowledge 
of the subject. 

Among other “unprofessional” ex- 
hibitors is a famous Music Hall artiste, 
whose medium has hitherto been grease. 
His power of drawing lies largely in his 
feet—as witness his “ Long-boot dance.”’ 
This work takes the felicitous form of a 
little trip-Tich. 





Mr. Punch gravely regreta that in 
his last issue he failed to give Sir 
Aurrep Jacopy his proper designation. 
He is, of course,a Knight Commander 
of the Order of the Cordon Bleu. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Sir Frepericx Treves evidently did not 
exaggerate the state of our London 
atmosphere in his address to the Coal 
Smoke Abatement Society. A sooty 
phalanger was born in the Zoological 
Gardens last week. 

* * 
* 

A Rochdale gentleman has bequeathed 

property of the value of £6,000 “ to be 


| ¢ xpended in the encouragement of artistic 


| journalists 


It isthought that this will 


| lead to severe competition among the 


has Issuct an 


gentlemen who are responsible for the 

portraits with the Turnerian mist effects 

which are now such an important feature 
{ our daily papers. 
. 


* 
Mr. Joseru Lyons, the caterer, is writing 
It is rumoured that it will be 
strong meat. 


ad nove L. 


* * 
* 


By-the by, The Daily Mail published 
the opening lines of some verses written 
by Mr. Lyons, entitled, “A Tragedy of 
the War.” To call the verses “A 
Tragedy "’ was creditable no less to Mr. 
Lyons’ modesty than to his literary 


acumen, * * 


* 


Scarcely had the sensation caused by 
the sale of the Lewis-Hit jewels died 
out when the astounding statement was 
made by several newspapers that Mr. 
Warren Woryxans owns a stud which is 
valued at £100,000. 

* * 

The Corporation of the City of London 
official notice giving 
advice on the feeding of infants. The 
City Corporation has always been an 
undoubted authority on alimentation. 

* * 


We hear that the two dogs who act as 


| lions in The Judgment of Pharaoh at the 





Scala Theatre are about to insist on being 
elected members of a certain Music Hall 
Artistes’ Association on the ground that 
they are Lions Comiques, 
* * 

ree ‘ * . 

The Oulton Guardians, having made 
a profit of £43 from keeping pigs, are 
now anxious lest they should be confused 
with the West Ham Guardians. 

* * 

. * . > 

Geographers are much interested in 
a new theory of the evolution of the 
Pacific Ocean propounded by The Daily 
News. According to our enterprising 
contemporary this body of water started 
as land, then became a lake, and at any 
moment may be land again and serving 
as a cock pit. “The Pacific,” to quote 
our contemporary’s words, “which for 
long was a kind of terra incognita, a 


no man’s land, has become to-day 
merely a lake separating embattled 


nations, and may be destined to-morrow 
to form the cockpit of the world.” 
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We are glad to see our seaside resorts 
waking up, and in one or two instances 
lavish expenditure would seem to be 
the order of the day. Eastbourne, for 
instance, is offering no less a sum than 
ten golden sovereigns for the most 
attractively designed poster advertising 
the town. The competition is open to 
artists of every country, no matter how 
eminent, and the excitement in art 
circles may be imagined. 

** 
* 

A new quarterly magazine called The 
Pedigree Register will shortly make its 
uppearance. “Special efforts,” it is 
stated, ‘‘ will be made to supply missing 
links in pedigrees.” We should have 
thought that the missing link was just 
the skeleton which most persons pre- 
ferred to keep in the cupbe ard, 

* * 


There would seem to be no doubt 
that the old-fashioned stock is coming 


into fashion for neckwear again. The 


other day we saw a notice in a shop | 


window ;—“ A sale of our slightly soiled 
stock will take place next week.” 
** 


* 

A book entitled Mars and its Canals, 
just published by Messrs. Macwitiay, 
proves almost beyond a doubt that not 
only is Mars inhabited, but that it con- 
tains engineers far superior to ours. 
This leads a writer to hazard a guess 
that the Martians may have succeeded 
in producing optical appliances of such 
perfection that they may be watching 
us day by day, In these circumstances 
we appeal te all the inhabitants of our 
planet, from a sense of patriotism, to 
be more careful than ever as to their 
behaviour. * * 

* 

The wife of Mr. Exxis W. Davies, M_P., 
has presented him with triplets. He is 
doing as well as can be expected. 

* * 


* 

Mr. Davies, by the way, has stated 
that he does not intend to apply for the 
King’s Bounty, although he has earned 
it. Mr. Asqurrn, however, is said to be 
urging him to reconsider his decision, as 
he is anxious to secure the tax on the 
additional earned income for his next 
Budget. es 
. 

The Bishop of Liverpoot is suffering 
from a sprained wrist owing to his 
having been tripped up by a carpet 
during spring cleaning, and laymen are 
most anxious to know what his Lordship 
said on the occasion 

** 

Mr. Justice Jetr complained in the 
course of a trial at the New Bailey that 
the dock was a long way removed from 
the witness-box. 
no idea how comforting this fact may 
be to a witness who is giving evidence 
against a violent prisoner. 


CHARIVARL. 


Mr. Justice Je.r has| 
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A PLEA FOR HUMILITY. 
To the Editor of “ Punch.”) 

Dear Sir,—I have read in The Daily 
News of April 25 the following momen- 
tous and poignantly opportune warning 
to the glorious Party to which I have the 
honour to belong. “The great danger 
at the moment,” observes the writer 
a propos of the debate on the position 
of Sir Horace Piuykerr, “ is that Liberals 
should imagine themselves to be qualified 
to tell Ireland—in the friendliest spirit 

what policy is for her good.” These 
golden words ought to be inscribed in 
every Liberal and Radical Club through- 
out the length and breadth of the land, 
but admirable as they are they do not 
in my opinion go nearly far enough, and 
admit of almost indefinite extension. 
This deference to others, this unmitigated 
altruism, which is of the essence of pure 
and disinterested Liberalism, ought not 
to be restricted to the relations of our 
| great Party to Ireland. Surely an equal 
measure of generous obsequiousness 
should mark our attitude to the Labour 
Party. That there is room for improve- 
inent in this respect. is only too painfully 
clear from the harsh and dictatorial tone 
adopted by the President of the Local 
Government Board, who in a recent 
speech in his constituency actually so 
far forgot himself as to say that there 
was no prospect of social reform unless 
the working classes learned more self- 
restraint in 
betting. 

The habit of telling unnecessary 
home truths strikes at the root of that 
social harmony which it should be the 
prime object of the Government to 
promote. I accordingly venture to sug- 
gest, by way of a rider to The Daily 
News’ admirable warning, that whenever 
a Liberal Minister answers a question 
put by an Irish or Labour Member, or 
whenever a Liberal Member discusses a 
question relating, however remotely, to 
Ireland or Labour, he should adopt a 
kneeling posture, with the option of 
going on all-fours, and preface his 
observations with the oriental formula: 
“If the most honourable and _irre- 
sistible Member will deign to listen to 
the despicable remarks of so abject and 
wholly contemptible a worm as the un- 
fortunate individual who now addresses 
him, &c.,” Iam, Sir, 

Yours faithfully, Earnest Lipera. 








Foreign News. 

| “The University of Cambridge has now 
| beaten Oxford by 42 lengths, on the course 
between Putney and Mortlake, a distance of 
44 miles. Time: 20 minutes, 26 seconds. The 
weather was somewhat stormy and the water 
rough, circumstances that completely dissipated 
| all hope of beating the record.” —-Chilian Times. 


Srit, in the circumstances, Cambridge 
| stayed the course pretty well. 











regard to drinking and | 
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A BEARD?” 


“On, I BELIEVE HIS WIFE MADE HIM A PRESENT OF SOME TIES.” 











MOLLIE. 


Ix the corner of her eye— 
And it’s brown as brown can be— 
There's a flash you might call sly, 
But it’s really too demure 
In its lure, 
And too frank and too free. 


She’s as plump 
And jolly a lump 
Of dancing fun 
As ever scurried about 
With a laugh aad a shout 
Under the sun. 


Tumbles? What does a tumble matter? 
Down she goes with a crash and clatter ; 
She has scraped her hand ; 
She has lost a lot of her precious skin ; 

But she’s up in a moment and off again, 
With something more than a hint of rain 

In the dark eyes brimming to ease her pain. 


There’s a touch of the South 

In her laughing mouth, 

And the rich, deep flush of her rounded cheek, 
And her hair with its tresses fine and sleek 
That she flings about, with her tossing head 
Set off and bound with the ribbon’s red. 


Books, books, books, and the longer the better, 


She swallows them steadily letter by letter, 


e—.. 


she has barked her shin ; 





Line by line and chapter by chapter : 
Never was reader more solid or apter 
To win your praise for her scholarly merit, 
Or to learn a piece and to say it well 
With a voice that sounds like a silver bell ; 
But her sums are woe, for she doesn’t inherit 
A taste for the multiplication table, 
And hasn’t acquired it, and doesn’t seem able 
To face a collision 
With long division : 
Figures are things you'll fail to fix 
In the busy brain of this girl of six. 


And when you stow her away in bed 
She often stands on her impish head, 
Or slides to the floor till you send her back 
With a great pretence at a sounding smack. 
Out with the light ! 
Good-night, good-night ! 
One last hug—and she holds you tight 
Good-night, Mouie, good-night, good-night ! 
R. C. L. 





“ Details of a remarkable race between Postle, the Australian crack 
sprinter, and a whippet, arrive by the Australian mail. The race was 
over 100 yards, Postle being in receipt of 313 ~— start. Postle 
looked to be winning three yards from home, but the dog came with a 
magnificent finish and passed the line a foot ahead in 64 secs.’ 

Cork Constitution 

Tus just shows the folly of betting. The odds on Postiz 
at the start must have been enormous, yet only those who 
were wise enough to back him for a pk: ace made anything 


out of i it. 
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THE JOYS OF TOURING. No. I.—THE CANIVEAU. 


THINGS 80 MUCH BETTER IN FRANCE STRAIGHT ROADS, LEVEL AS A TABLE AND SMOOTH AS A RACING TRACK. 
POLICE TRAPS —ONLY AN UNOBTRUSIVE DITCH OUTSIDE EVERY VILLAGE TO TEST THE STRENGTH OF YOUR CAR! 


THEY Do No SPEED LIMIT, 


And then the clothes professor comes and shows 
How by his dress man’s moral worth is tested ; 
Points out the pitfalls in regard to hose 
Wherewith the path to glory is infested, 
And firmly but severely censures those 
Who spurn frock-coats silk-faced and double-breasted, 
Or fail to recognise that progress lags 
When Ministers neglect to press their bags. 


THE NEW CULTURE. 
“ The Rapid . 
Moments there are when, like a Titan weary, 
The modern man would fain of Lethe sup, 
Yet why should he downhearted grow or dreary, 
Why hesitate to drain Life's strenuous cup, 
When we have the intrepid Perer Keary * 
[In clarion accents bidding us buck up ; 
When Marte, prophetess of Strat.-on-Avon, 
Rebukes the cynic and uplifts the craven ? 


Linea written by a grateful reader of 


Then we have “ Lessons for the Newly-wed ” 
And hints on posture penned by Eustace Mies, 
Who proves that cultured men should work in bed 
(Eustace and you and me, not Hopee or GiLes) ; 
And tiny tots are generously fed 
With “ Mother Hubbard's” special food for smiles ; 
And last, to turn the hustler to a sprinter, 
“Thoughts on All Subjects,” fresh from Jon — 
[ Woven. 


Prrer himself, with modesty unique, 
Proclaims the virtue of self-education. 
New theologians stimulate the weak, 
And furnish useful wrinkles for salvation. 
New humourists laboriously seek 
To compass our complete excruciation ; 
And there are eulogies of brainy bounders, 
And long-haired and intense piano-pounders. 


Yet pessimists like Mr. Herserr Pavt, 

M.P., who ought to know what he is saying, 
Tears on the lost Humanities let fall 

And sadly swear that Letters are decaying — 
Purblind prognosticators, one and all, 

Gross ignorance and prejudice betraying, 
For how can letters fail or life be vapid 
So long as Peter Keary runs The Rapid? 


And there are messages from mighty pens, 
Preaching humility with zeal appalling ; 
As though a peacock to a flock of wrens 
Should sternly reprobate the vice of squalling ; 
Or lions, roaring fiercely in their dens, 
Rebuked the turtle-dove for caterwauling. 
And there are titbits from a classic sage, 
And jokes on death that fill a solid page. 








In the cast of Jeanne d’ Are we noticed : 

“ The Voice of the Judge's Clerk . . . Mr. Reicner.” 
We are a little intrigued to know what kind of wig he wears 
® Author of Get On or Get Out for the part. | 
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(Aside, to intelligent pachyderm) 


“i LW 


LOTS OF ROOM!” 
"EM WILL DROP OFF AS WE GO ALONG!” 
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STEP UP! 
MOST OF 
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YOU WORRY. 
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C.-B. (the light-hearted Keeper). “ 
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Situation certainly a little embarras-| Only the fixed smile, growing sicklier, 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. sing. Son Ausrey’s views on the ques-| finally died away. . 
tion were well known to be inexorably} Business done.—In Committee on the 
House of Commons, Monday, April 22. | filial. They had been expressed on! Budget Resolution. 
Pretty to watch Proyce Arruur just several platforms with kindliest per-| T'uesday night.—When Speaker took 
y listening to Son Austen sagely dis-| sonal references to the nominal Leader| Chair this afternoon he found himself 
using on the science of national | of the Unionist Party. Quite a different | confronted by difficult and delicate point | 
nce in general and the Budget in par- thing to have the new Gospel preached | of procedure. 
Jar. Benches lamentably empty con-| from the Front Opposition Bench by | Orders, no Member may move a resolu- | 
idering importance of the subject. Son|one who, rising in capacity of ex-| tion or attempt to advance a Bill dealing 
y disposed to take himself and his ' Chancellor of the Exchequer to criticise with a subject with respect to which 
sion seriously. 
ked alteration 
his manner. In 
days, almost 


Exrracrep FroM THE Diary or Tosy, MP. 


According to Standing | 


notice has already | 
been given. This 
is the rock upon 
which is built the 
terally speechless system known as 
, finding himself blocking notices. 
lled in post When a Member 
in succession has reason to be 
Peet, Dizzy, lieve that a gentle 
\DSTONE, not to man on the other 
on Hicks- side intends to raise 


u and Har- an obnoxious or 
he won the 


ir of a generous 
nce by throw- 
himself on its 


embarrassing ques 
tion, he hurries up 
with a notice of 
motion dealing with | 
Yj, and thereby 
ed his arm, 7 an ie Ui, ‘ oe effectually — blocks | 
vagged his for:- walt? - ’ ; J WM 3 the way. 

ger, thumped the It happened that 
sk, and spoke Lord Roperr Creu. 
marked dis- had fixed upon to 
respect of AsquiTn’s day for introducing 
Parliamentary capa- a Bill deseribed as 
and financial providing for the 
‘Early Notification 


To - day ae ; . & 6% ; it, 





uning. * Total . Cea 
nd unpardonable , - j ’ of Births.” This 
gnorance ”’ was, in ; morning there ap 
rief, the charge he peared in all the 
ight against an papers notification 
A rthy successor of the birth of trip- 
, lets presented to 
Ministerialists ; ; 4 the Member for the 
tughed good - hu- vA 3 Southern Division 
iredly. Turn- Vig” of Carnarvonshire. 
ng sly glances at Meee: & ie Was that a notice | 
Leader of Opposi- within the meaning 
n they laughed : : of the Standing 
ain when his Order? and did it 
entor, patron, and therefore block Lord 
lleague proceeded A Srupy is Rea, ExJoyment. Ronent’s motion ? 
wee h forth in How Prince Arthur revelled in Mr. A-st-n Ch-mb-rl-n's exposition of the New Finance, S Hepp : y the 
rom promising and “ real Free Trade” methods. . PEAKER was able to 
leclaration of con- decide in the nega- 
fidence in system of Preferential Tariffs |the Budget, was for the moment the|tive, and, amid general cheering, Lord 
1s the only way of delivering a hapless | official representative of the late Ministry, | Rosert brought in a useful Bill. 
tupire from financial ruin. Hereupon presumably of the present Party. But Another coincidence turned upon the | 
r Antuur’s far-away look took on during the last three years this discipline,|event which has filled with joy and | 
ided remoteness. At outset assumed atti- | suffered in one form or another, has not | triplets the Member for South Carnar 
tude of benevolent veteran attending the | been unfamiliar. A man of indomitable | vonshire’s three-syllabled Welsh home 
benefit performance of an Infant Prodigy. courage, Prince Arruur preserved to the | stead, Bodlondeb. Unsuspicious of the 
Watched Soy Austen with encouraging end of speech the expression of genial| crowning mercy in store, he put down 
smile, varied by occasional raising of the | amazement that marked the rustics in| for to-day a Question addressed to the 
eyebrows with expression of surpriseasto|the “Deserted Village” when they|Home Secretary. It was numbered 8 | 
w he really could be so profound in his counted up the accomplishments of the; on the paper. Benches crowded up in 


t the Treasury. 


x | 
knowledge, so pointed in argument. But schoolmaster. |anticipation of appearance on the scene 
whe n the Tariff Reform trumpet tootled |. And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew ‘of the thrice-happy father. When | 
‘nd the Preference drum was beaten he| ‘That one small head could carry all he|SP£AKER called “Mr. Exiis Davies,” a 
*gan to glance uneasily at the clock. knew.” rousing cheer went up from both sices. 
i 
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All eyes were turned upon the Bench 
below the Gangway on Ministerial side 
where hon. Member usually sits. But 
E.uis Davies is not habitually of the 
reckless disposition suggested by the 
domestic incident alluded to. Had left 
his question in hands of a Member of 
less distinguished record, which rather 
spoiled sport. But the House not to be 
denied its fun. 

Welsh Members naturally in state of 
enthusiasm. 

“Three more of us!” cried WiwuiaM 
Jowes, who, for a Benedick, takes almost 
unseemly interest in the affair. “If we 
go on at this rate, we shall have Dis- 
establishment in Wales before the end 
of twelve months.” 

Business done.Army Bill read a 
second time, by 343 votes against 31. 

House of Lords, 
Session opened almost forgot we are 
still blessed with House of Lords. It 
has met with accustomed regularity and 
dispersed with something more than 
usual despatch. At approach to Easter 
it went off for its holidays nearly a week 
earlier than the Commons, and, on the 
principle that controlled Cartes Lawp’s 
ittendance at the India Office, it made 
up for it by coming back to work a full 
week later. 

This evening discussing the appoint 
ment of Justices of the Peace. The 


Thursday. — Since 





lLord Hatsst RY, 
through prolonged 
term of office, dis- 
covered in good 
Unionists monopoly 
of qualifications for 
the Bench. 
Nothing of the 
sort, said the Mar- 
quis of Batu. When 
Lord Hatspury for 
the last time led the 
stately procession 
from the Woolsack, 
the Purse Bearer 
going first, Black 
Rod following after, 
there may have been 
on the magisterial 
bench some dispa 
rity in numbers as 
between Unionists 
and Liberals, say 
seven tothree. But 
that is the mere 
sequence of cause 
and effect. If it 
happens that men 
of the choicest 
judicial capacity, of 
highest culture, of 
invulnerable _pro- 
bity, are found in superabundance under 
\a particular party flag, it necessarily 











— 








Owe Stace NEARER. 


With congratulations to the Rt. Hon. Winston Churchill, P.C 


|should over a long period have bee: 
found among the supporters of ov 


Marquis of Barn lifts his tall head | follows that a Lord High Chancellor! political party, to the practical exclusi« 


and hangs a speech on the peg of 
memorial presented last December to 
Lorp CHANCELLOR, protesting against the 
preponderance of Conservatives on town 
and county Bench. The signatories 
saw in this phenomenon evidence of 
the immovable impartiality with which 





Unper tre Lass or C.-B.’s Humour. 


Mr. L-ne-F-x gets rather more than he 
bargained for out of a question to the Prime 
Minister. 





ichiefly anxious to maintain a high 
standard of justice fills the Bench from 
that section of citizens. 

What the most noble Marquis fer- 


pant of the Woolsack would not be led 
astray by deplorable partisan feeling 
among his own friends to attempt to 


Opposition Benches, he protested against 
the principle of making magisterial 
oliice the reward of political service. 
Lorp CHANCELLOR’s speech in reply 
supplied striking testimony to the 
influence of circumstances and. associa- 
tion. In the stately figure in full- 
bottomed wig and silken gown who 
stepped aside from the Woolsack and 
addressed the House in measured 
speech of flawless moderation, few not 
acquainted with the transformation 
effected fourteen months ago would 
recognise our dear “Bos” Rem who, 
when in the Commons, trampled ruth- 
lessly upon any, not excepting his es- 
teemed colleagues on the Front Bench, 
who sinned against the truth. Con- 
strained to admit overwhelming dis- 
parity of numbers between Unionist 
and Liberal J.P.’s, he protested his 
belief that it was not established by 
deliberate design. That the most suit- 





redress the balance between the old) 
Lord Chancellor and the new. Mid} 
murmur of applause from noble lords on | 


of members of the other, was, he blandl; 


explained, “a freak of nature.” 


Et tu, Bos Rew! 
Business done.—The Commons discuss 


vently hoped was that the present occu-| Navy Estimates. 





THE PREMIERS AT PORTSMOUTI 
(Mr. Punch’s Special Service.) 
A prier sketch of the great navi 


sham fight organised for the delectatic: 
of the Colonial Premiers, and to be hel 


'at Portsmouth on the 3rd inst., has al- 


ready appeared in the Press, but infor 
mation which has reached us from @ 
trustworthy source enables us to supple- 
ment the bald and unconvincing detail 
already published. 

The grand feature, we are in a po 
tion to state, of the manceuvres will be 
an attack on Whale Island. It wi 
readily be admitted that this will be on¢ 
of the most thorough things on record 
when it is stated that the island will be 
defended by Mr. F. T. Buotren (the 
Prince of Whales, as Dr. Roperts 
Nicout once facetiously termed him)" 
command of a nucleus squadron © 
trained cachalots. The attacking fe 
which is to have a flotilla of gunboats 
will include a contingent of Naval volut- 
teers from the Isle of Man, armed wit! 
harpoons and led by Mr. Hau Cant 
They will blow up booms and rout Mr 


—— a 





able candidates for magisterial office 
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THE HUNT STEEPLECHASE SEASON. 


“ Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 
When a new planet swims into his ken.” 


man Jockey (after a “ crowner’’), “ TRAINER SAID GROUND WAS TOO SOFT FOR HIS HORSE. EVIDENTLY HADN'T TRIED IT WITH HIS HEAD!” 








BuLLeN’s mammoth mammals with great} 12.15 p.w. Visitors will proceed in| 3.15. Nucleus tea will be served to 
slaughter. carriages to the gunnery establishment the visitors in the grand stand. 

A rough idea of the succession of | on Whale Island and will be introduced| 3.45. The visitors will leave Whale 
spectacles to be provided for the Colonial | to Mr. F. T. Butzex. After seeing ships Island in dockyard tugs on a short 
guests may be gleaned from the following | of various types in the dry dock they | nucleus cruise, and will witness a game 
time-table : will partake of liquid refreshment. of water polo, in which Mr. Butien and 
11.30 aa. Arrival of the visitors 1.0. Luncheon will be served in the Mr. Enmuxp Rosertson will captain the 
rom Victoria in special train at the drill-hall at Whale Island. The luncheon | opposing sides. Sir Jonny Fisner will 
South Railway Jetty. Nucleus refresh-| will be speechless, but Mr. Hatt Caise | then blow up the Fleet. The Fleet 
ments will be served on the Jetty, and | will recite extracts from his forthcoming | wiH then be reconciled to Sir Jom 
‘he visitors will be at once conducted | novel, and sing a duet with the Hon. | Fisner by the intervention of General 
ver H.M.S. Dreadnought. Tuomas Bent, the famous vocal Premier | Borma. 

Noon. The visitors will be entertained | of Victoria. 5.30. Dinner will be served in the 
toa nucleus luncheon on the upper deck} 2.30. Visitors will proceed to the) train, which will arrive at Victoria at 
‘ the Dreadnought and witness the| grand stand on the north side of the|7.30 p.m., and be met by ambulances, 
evolutions of Mr. Hatt Cane and his island. Mr. Hatt Carve, assisted by | bath-chairs, stretchers and a nucleus 
Manx volunteers on the boom. Mr. Hememany, will blow up his boom. | detachment of the R.A.M.C, 
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A WATCHED KETTLE NEVER BOILS. 


Aone, I can get through an At Home 
with a certain amount’ of credit. No 
doubt I make mistakes ; no doubt people 
look at me and say, “ Who is that person 
sitting all by himself in the corner, and 
keeping on eating muffins?’—but at 
iny rate I can make the function a 
tolerable one When, however, I flutter 
in under the wing of my sister-in-law 
with my hair nicely brushed and my tie 
pulled straight (she having held a review 
on the doorstep then it is another matter 
altogether. It that I feel how 
necessary it is to say the right thing 
Beatrice has pretty ears, but 
lon z-listance ones We 
immediately, but I 


is then 


thev are 
drifted apart 
Was sure she was 
listening. 

I found myself introduced to a tall, 
athletic-looking girl. 

There's a great crowd, isn 't there ? 
[ said. “Can I find 


you see 
some tea, or anything?” 
Oh, please,” she said 
with a smile 
| noted the smile, and 


thanked that I had 
read The (Jueen that morn 
In the ordinary way I 
Will you! / 


Heaven 


ing. 


say to strangers, ~ 


take a dish of tea with me?” 7 

but just in time The Queen | 
. i 

had warned me that this 


was wrong. Left to myself, 
[ hit upon the word “ find.’ 
‘Can I find you some tea?’ 
It gives the idea of pursuit. 
And the “or anything 
rounds it off well—as much 
“Tf I should 
happen to come back with 
a sardine on toast, don’t 
blame me.” 


’ 


as to say, “Wet, J 
PILLOW AND I 


“No, I—I 


I found some tea after a long struggle, | 
but by that time I had lost the athlete. | 


It was a pity, because I was going to 
have talked to her about Surrey’s victory 
over Kent at Ladies’ Hockey. I don’t 
know anything about hockey, but it is 
obvious that Surrey must play Kent 
some time, and it would be an even 
chance that Surrey would win. ‘The 


good conversationalist takes risks cheer- | 


fully. 

Well, the “centre-forward” having dis- 
appeared, I was going to drink the 
tea myself, when I caught Bearrice’s 
eye on me, 

“Will you have some tea?” I said 
to my neighbour. 

“| think a little coffee, thank you.” 

“ Certainly.” 

I pressed the tea into the hand of a 
retired colonel, and hurried off. Now 
that shows you. Alone, [ should have 
quoted The Lancet on coffee microbes, 
and insisted on her having my cup of 
tea. This would have led us easily and 
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naturally to a conversation on drinks 


and modern journalism. We should 
have become friends. I should have 
had an invitation from her mother to 


lunch; and I should have smoked two 
of her father’s best cigars. 

As it was, I said, “ Certainly,” fetched 
the coffee, coughed, and observed that 


there was rather a crowd. She said 
“Yes,” and turned away to somebody 
else. Two good cigars thrown away 


because of Beatrice! 

I was slowly recovering from my loss 
when Bearrice herself came up to say that 
she wanted to introduce me to a very 
nice girl called J Aanr s mething. In the 
ordinary way very nice girls aren’t called 
Jaye anything, so here evidently was 
something exceptional. I buttoned my 





my sister-in-law—yes, thank you, we | 
have a train to catch—oh, must you | 
really go?—er, good-bye.” 

I staggered away in pursuitof Berarnice. | 
She dragged me up to an American girl, 
as I judged her. 

“Here he is,” 
on. 

“So glad to make your acquaintance, 
said the American. 

There is no answer to that, I know 
[ ignored it altogether, and said : 

“ Have you seen the Budget ?” 

“No. What's that?” 

“Oh, you must see that.” 

“T will, We'll go to-morrow. Where 
is it?” 

I don’t think Americans see as much 
of Shepherd’s Bush as they ought to. | 


she said, and passed 


coat boldly, and followed her, unbutton- | gave the usual guide-book directions for 


ing it nervously on the way. 
“Here he is,” she said, and left us. 
This is what they call introducing. 





ACKIE, DID YOU SLEEP WITIT THE WEDDING-CAKE 
REAM OF YOUR FUTURE WIFE?” 
ATE IT, ‘COS | WANT MY WIFE TO BE A SURPRISE! 


“ How do you do?” I started. 
“I’ve heard such a lot about you,” 
began Jane brightly. 
L never know what to say to that. 
There must be aright answer, if The 
Queen would only tell us. As it was, 
I said, “ Thank you.” 
That felt wrong, so I added, “So 
| have hy 

“ About you,” I explained hurriedly. 
To myself I said, “ You know you’re 
not really carrying this off well. It’s 
idle to pretend that you are.” 

“What have you heard, I wonder?” 
beamed JAnr. 

Only that her name was JANE some- 
thing. 

“Ah!” T said. 

“Oh, you must tell me!’ 

“T mean, I’ve heard friends of mine 
talk about you.” 


’ 





|his ear. 


getting there, and was just beginning t 


be interested, when I saw Berarnice’s 
inquiring look. “Are you behaving 





nicely ?” it said. I passed 
on hastily. 

I was very lonely for a 
while after that. Three 
times I got a plate of 
cucumber sandwiches safely 
into a corner, and _ three 
times a sisterly eye dragged 
us out again. After the 
third failure I saw that it 
was hopeless, so I wandered 
about and tried to decide 
which was the ugliest hat in 
the room. A man is the 
only possible judge in a 
competition of that sort. A 
woman lets herself be pre- 
judiced by such facts as 
that it is so fashionable, or 
that she saw one just like it 
” in Bond Street, my dear, at 
- five guineas. 

I had narrowed the competitors down 


UNDER YOUR 


to five, two of which were, on form, 
| certain for a place, when I turned round 
‘and saw, in the corner behind me 


(LI don’t know if you will believe 
me 

A man with a plate of cucumber sand- 
wiches ! 

I rubbed my eyes in amazement. A 
man....at an At Home... . sitting 
down and eating cucum—— Whi, 
where was his sister-in-law ? 

There was only one thing to be done. 
The favourite in my competition (green 
pink hoops) was disengaged for the 
moment. I went up to the man, took 
him by the arm, and dragged him away 
from his corner. He still held the plate 
in his hand, but I did not mind that 
“Must introduce you,” I whispered 
“Famous prize-winner.” We 


“Oh,” she said disappointedly, “I| pushed our way up to the lady. 


thought you meant 


“But, of course, everybody has heard | 
of Jane—h’m—of Miss—er um—I think | Beatrice. 


“ Here he is,” I said. 
And I looked round triumphantly for 
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Lady (hearing Scotchman grunt with disgust ‘on passing advertisement board). “An, I sez YOU AGREE WITH ME THAT THOSE VANDALS 
SHOULD NOT BE ALLOWED TO SPOIL THIS LOVELY SCENERY BY PUTTING UP SUCH HIDEOUS THINGS.” 


Sandy. “ Nay, 1T WAsNA THAT. Bor sHe’s NO A GUID WHUSKET 4 


TO MY SLAVEY. 
I nave endured, for nearly twelve months now, 
Your daily ministrations, and the sight 
Of your untidy frock, your tousled brow, 


The dust that smothers all things with its blight, 


My linen and my books and papers marred 
By finger-prints unmatched in Scotland Yard. 


In manners and in truthfulness you fail, 
Your cooking is unutterably bad ; 

But all your other misdemeanours pale 
Before your awful carelessness. I had 

Some glass and china, quite a decent lot, 

Your casual duster passed—and it was not. 


Nor have you spared yourself; the frequent bruise, 
The scalded hand bound up with rag and string, 


Sprained arm, or ankle (you appear to use 

The stairs for practice in tobogganing)— 
All these are features of your daily round ; 
I fail to recollect you wholly sound. 


Yet haply still I might have dared to try 
A further course of your assiduous care, 


| 


But that the Act, that comes in next t July, 

Will make me liable for your repair ; 
Not all my worldly wealth could meet the claim 
For only one week's damage to your frame. 


Yet I have heard that Offices exist 

Wherein some wretch like me, who must endure 
The perils of a “ general,” if he list, 

Can by small sums as premiums insure 
Against all claims that may perchance accrue ; 
And I have tried to do the same for you. 


But when the Agents of the several Firms 
Called here and saw you, one and all declined 
To take the risk upon the usual terms 
Or at still higher payments; and I find 
That Lloyd's, in your case, will not be content 
With any premium under cent. per cent. 


So we must part! for if you were to stay 
I could no longer, when I heard the wreck 
Of the few things still left, devoutly pray 
That you just once for all might break your neck ; 
For then I should be ruined through the Act, 
So kindly understand that you are sacked. 
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324 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Vr. Punch’'s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
Tue anonymous writer of Pen, Patron, and Public} 


GiReeNING) has a far-reaching memory. He knew Fleet Street 
in its Bohemian days, and was a member of the Savage 
Club before it became obtrusively respectable and given to 
hospitality to Cabinet Ministers. He recalls an otherwise 
I tten incident in the career of JOuN Bricur, who, in one 
f his speeches during the Reform controversy raging in 
of Lows Horsman, alluded to a famous Hunt 
as if it were spelt Pitchly. The country gentlemen of forty 


ry 


the day and 


vears ago never thought much of Joms Bricar, with his 
eresies in respect of Free Trade, Parliamentary Reform, 
nd the gentler government of Ireland. This blunder in 


ronunciation confirmed their low opinion. 
1 
wre deliberate acti 


It probably did 


him in their estimation than any of his 


! The author 
orf 


ore diseredi 
1s 
to sourness in his 
of journals and journalists, 
| present. He almost 
re in his contemptuous repro 
of the new development in 


if the halfpenny morning 


a tendency 





Ww 
une Is 
n 


lorm ¢ 


paper. But he writes with know- 
ledge, in a style curiously mixed. 
Oceasionally his sentences sparkle 

th epigram. Now and again he| +* 
lapses into a narrative form danger- 


usly approaching incoherence. 


Miss Eprra Rickert’s new book, 
[‘he Golden Hawk (Howard ARNOLD), 
Oh! a romance full 
of sunshine and love and the joy 
of living. The scene a corner of 
Provence. ‘T'rillon the hero—of a 
beautiful brown; golden- bearded ; 
hawk-nose high in air, and with 


ma romance, 


eyes that readily catch fire and 
hlaze. Madeloun the dove that this 
hawk would pursue: Madeloun 


with lips red as pomegranates and 
her dusky cloud of hair. T'rillon 


from the sausage-shop in Avignon,| “THE ANCHOR CANN‘ 


and Madeloun the Castelar inn TO A FARCE. 
keeper's daughter, flying to the 


what would you ? To return, 
however, to Bouverie Street. I wish to congratulate Miss 
Rickert with all my heart on a real achievement. There 
is not much romance left in the twentieth century, but Miss 
Rickert has discovered a corner where it may still flourish. 
And yet I don’t know. It is not, after all, the scene that 
gives the book its atmosphere, nor the style nor yet the plot. 
It is simply T'rillon ! Pop him into 


sun together ! Pécaire! 


Trillon the glorious one ! 
the eleventh book of Euclid, and he would make a romance 
of it. Hats off to him! 


The Prince's Valet (Surra, Exper) is a vivid study of a 
fascinating personality made from the point of view of his 
body-servant. Mr. Barnerr has evidently read all that was 
said written about Caartes Epwarp Sruarr after his 
descent on Scotland and his repulse by the troops of the 
monarch known to Sruart loyalists as “ The Hanoverian.” 
Gustave, the valet, follows the Prince through his pilgrimage 
from Court to Court on the Continent in hopeless search of 
money and troops to win back a throne his family twice 
in succession forfeited. Gustave hints at a time when his 
beloved master sank to the level of a confirmed drunkard. 





| At the date of this story he is still the light-hearted, chivalrous 
| Prince Cuariie, loved by women, admired by men, as ready 
| with his sword as with his fascinating speech. The book is 
not a page of history, but it admirably serves the purpose 
of illuminating one whose interest for mankind is deathless. 





The Seine may breathe again.. Paris—the latest joint 
achievement of Miss Dororny Menres, Mr. Mortimer Menpes 
and Messrs. BLack—will not set it on fire. But though the 
book is not epoch-making, Miss Menres discourses pleasantly 
enough, if not very profoundly, on various aspects of the 
gay city—its fascination and its frocks, its women and its 
workers, its artists and its amusements, its cafés and its 
children—and manages, above all, to give throughout the 
atmospheric effect of the child-like joie de vivre which dis- 
tinguishes Parisians from the inhabitants of all other cities 
The two dozen full-page illustrations in colour, which together 
with nutherous black and white sketches are Mr. Menres’ 
contribution to the volume, are 
skilfully reproduced. 

He was a Tottenham Court Road 
tradesman; she, the daughter of a 
titled physician. They met in a 
Socialist Club, the members of 
which objected to most bonds, in- 
cluding those of matrimony. And the 
World was shocked. In process of 
time the Consequence followed her 
parents’ example, with variations of 
her own. And a shocked World | 
said, “I told you so,” and no one 
seemed to be a penny the worse. 
There you have, in bald outline, 
the story of The Child of Promise 
(Cuapmany anp Hatt), by Nera 
Syrerr. The author's object appears 
to be the old one of attempting to 
prove that when the Principals are 
as charming and high-minded as 
they undoubtedly are in this book, 
and when no injury is done to 
third parties, public opinion in this 
matter is a blind and stupid con- 
vention, which may be rightly defied 
This is a theory so ancient as to be 
almost respectable, and Miss Nera 
Syretr probably believes in it | 
much—and just as little—as the rest of us. She is 
also sure to know that the facts of life are often much mor 
cruel than its fiction. 


IN” IS NOW REDUCED 
Billiard Organ. 


as 








Durixe his three days’ visit to Glasgow, the Prince of 
Waces laid three memorial stones, opened new buildings at 
the University, and received, along with the Princess, the 
freedom of the City, an LL.D. degree, and three caskets, t 
say nothing of trowels, gold keys, and the seven bouquets 
specified in the official programme. We understand, how- 
ever, that there is no truth in the rumour that at breakfast, 
on the morning of his departure, the Pryce remarked, 
from sheer force of habit, as he tapped the shell of an egg 
‘I declare this egg to be well and truly laid. Please pass 
the pepper casket.” 





“ Ald. W. D—— having been duly declared elected, expressed thanks 
for the high honour that had been conferred upon him. He said he 
would endeavour to the best of his ability to follow in the footsteps 


of his successor.” — Shields Daily Neves. 
Tus is the spirit we like to see—the spirit which knows 
no such word as “ Impossible.” 














a a am wt ‘ome 


